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Hansel 
W i t c h e s here? O h , Sis, n o t i n these w o o d s 
g u a r d e d by h e m l o c k s , l e t t i n g i n a n o o n s u n 
we s c a m p e r t h r o u g h , a p a i r o f sly shadows. 
F o r sport w e ' l l ba i t the c o r k y bear, chase 
the wry weasel , s k y l a r k i n g u n d e r h o t stars 
a l l n i g h t . L e t ' s shake a l e g ! W h y wait? 
B u t first we m u s t l i e low, l i s t e n , a n d wait 
f o r P o p to g r a b h is axe a n d go c h o p s o m e w o o d . 
F r o m o u r loft 's p o r t , I lace s h o o t i n g stars 
to m y heels i t c h i n g to spl i t , the f resh s u n 
d r o p p i n g a b r i g h t b e a m to caves o n c e chaste, 
w h e r e we c a n tease a n d t a m e d r a g o n shadows. 
N o w I m a t o u g h guy n o t s c a r e d o f m y shadow: 
I say flirting w i t h d a n g e r l e n d s b o l d w e i g h t 
to boasts. Sis, i t ' l l be a gas, the chase, 
t h e n s p i n n i n g f a b u l o u s yarns. A n d the w o o d s 
m a k e m e crazy. C a n y o u p i c t u r e the geeky son 
o f the b u m l u c k ra i l -sp l i t ter b e c o m i n g a star? 
B u t we wasted the day d u l l i n g to first star. 
G r e t e l m a d e a w i s h to flee the g r i m shadows, 
t i r i n g o f o u r play. Sis, I y a w n e d , the s u n 
w i l l rise a g a i n y o u k n o w . L e t ' s j u s t wait 
h e r e u n t i l it c o m e s u p . Y o u ' l l m e e t the w o o d 
h a g b e f o r e t h e n , G r e t e l c r i e d . S h e ' l l chase 
us d o w n . B u t I d r e a m t o f n u d e n y m p h s to chase. 
U p c r e p t the w i t c h , b r o o m s w e e p i n g swart stars 
i n t o G r e t e l ' s heart . I a w o k e n o t i n the w o o d s 
b u t b o u n d i n a g i n g e r b r e a d h u t . C l o v e n shadows, 
b o t h w o m e n t u r n e d a n d c o o e d they c o u l d n ' t wait 
u n t i l a g o n g s o u n d e d to eat as s o o n as the s u n 
sank low. T h e coals by t h e n w o u l d roast s o n n y 
b o y w r a p p e d i n t i n f o i l , b u r i e d i n the chase. 
D o n ' t y o u agree r i b s are s u m p t u o u s ? N o w wait 
a s e c o n d ! I y e l l e d . M y jaunts w h e n the stars 
g l i t t e r e d were a l l i n f u n . B e y o n d the s h a d o w 
o f d o u b t , I n e v e r m e a n t any h a r m i n the w o o d s . 
A s the s u n qui ts the w o o d s , a n e w chase begins: 
I wait i n starstruck shadows n o w the h u n t e d o n e . 
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